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Comfort 


Author's Notes: 
That 5am feeling, no sleep and loneliness. It all combines to make this! Enjoy! Also, not real. And if it ever 


Comfort is the one thing he needs, if anything, just a touch more than a good shot of whiskey. He could, he 
thinks, but doesn't want to move. When the knock comes, he still doesn't want to move. The door slides open, 
he turns away. Fuckers nicked my spare key, then Going touring (running away) is great for the soul, especially 


post divorce, but in the end either you must face your problems or they will follow you. 


This one had followed him. He couldn't really get away from it. He didn't think he wanted to. The door clicked 
shut, the lock turning, soft pad of feet on the carpet and that honeyed voice he'd heard in his dreams and the 
lonely nights he had passed with aforesaid whiskey and his thoughts. 


"Steve?" the voice murmurs at his ear. "Steve, mate..." 


Steve resists the urge to turn around, wrap his arms around the other and attack that neck. He's not himself, 


he knows, they all know.. his lead singer is about to leave and how the bloody hell are we going to replace this 


man, hm? He shook away the thought, swallowing. Dont, not now. 
"Yeah?" 
"Stupid question, but are you alright?" 


He feels Bruce's weight settle on the edge of the bed. Considers rolling towards it, wrapping his arms around 
his singer, staying like that for the pure comfort it would bring. He does not. Bruce hitches up his feet, crawls 
to Steve's other side, faces him. 

In the late hours of the night when it's rolling into morning, those hours where one can act on whatever 
dangerous thought pops up in one's head.. those are the hours Steve is fond of; some of his best songs have 
been written post midnight, pre dawn, with thoughts of love and hurt and ecstasy rolling through his veins.. 


Yes, well, not tonight. He's currently enjoying the brooding, thanks, and still Bruce is next to him. This creates a 
problem. Staying on one's back staring at the ceiling, while pleasant, is not nice when you have company, right? 
He knows he doesn't need to say anything, they can all read each other like open books if need be, and Bruce 
does not need to repeat the question. He can read the lethargy of his friend's body well enough. 


Rolling into the arms of his friend may produce consequences Steve does not wish to examine. 


He rolls over into Bruce's arms, against his warm, hard body. He knows he will pay for this, dreads it. He waits, 
and it does not come. Looking into calm, knowing hazel eyes, he sees it reflected: he knows, its not wrong, but 
this for now is good 

Bruce may have it in mind to leave for other ventures, but for now, this is not important, nor is all that has 
gone before. What is important is that Bruce understands his need right now, and only those who have been in 
the eye of the storm with you can truly understand the pain when it strikes. 


Warm lips against his neck put paid to any other thoughts. Steve begins to tremble slightly, knows Bruce can 
feel it. "I know you're hurting.” he whispers softly. "Whatever you need. It's alright." 


Well, fuck. 


He clutches Bruce tight to him, lets the other man's lips play over his neck, take him down into whatever's 
waiting. Pressed tight, with Bruce's body heat beginning to warm him through, Steve knows they can both 
survive the night. The comfort he seeks is beside him and they wait it out. 


